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: ‘Dying ' The face of Mrs, Wstson grew| Now, Mr. Watson eould not have asked|awskened by Grace, a little alter dsylight | were Grace and the it e i ——— e — ——
. e he little stranger, b i A v 2 ;
Buddical. e et o v et s, i e g i | 1 T S v
oor woman ! wshe's a hard| likely to bring s less satisfactory answer, ‘Mother ! mother !’ @ child pulled ot| Dick, i i agy3 o
Our Isola Bells. time n this world, and T hopa sbe'll find 8 ¥ 4 ¥y P ot| Dick, subdued by some iovisible power into| The Washington Comstilulion, of & re | yre sgain raised sgeinst the peace

A wonderful siroam 18 the river of Time,

An 1L runy through e realms of tears,
With » funitiess rbythm and a mosioal rhymé,
With & bromder sweep and & surge aublint.

And blends with tbo ocoan of years.

There's a musical lale up the river Time,
Where the softost of alre are playlog;

There's n cloudless sky snd & tropleal olime,

Apd s soug as aweel as & vasper ehime,

better one on the other side of death’s dark
river.’
‘What ia to become of her little Ellen ¥
‘Heaven knows,' replied (he neighbor.
‘Has she no relatives to whom the child
can be sent ¥
‘None that [ ever heard of. [ think she
stands entirely alone in the world. But time

‘It will be time enough to meet that ques-
tion when to-morrow comes,’ she replied,
trying to put a cheerfvl face on the matter.
Her husband looked at her for a few mo-
ments with heavily knit brows, and then re-
sumed his walk. Mrs. Watson went up
staira to lay sside her shawl, and to take a
glunce ot the sleeping children. The only
child really looked at with interest, howev-

her arm, snd spoke in a low, excited whis-
per. *Mother, who ia it ¥

‘Who ' DMrs. Watdon was bewlidered.
The scenes of the night before had faded
from her memory.

‘Who i it Where did she ¢ome from !
Oh, mother ! isn’t she aweet V'

The truth flashed back upor the mind of
Mrs. Watson, wha raised hewelf quickly,

gentleness itsell, wee lying near them,
strelched at full Jength on the carpet, sud
wotching them with s fsce that beamed with
interest. A few moments passed before the
children noticed their father; Dick was firat
to observe him. Getling up quietly from
the floor, ke went over 1o where he stuod,
and taking hold of his hand, said :—

cent date containe the argument of the Hon.
Daniel W. Voorhees, of Terre Haote, lodi-
ana, as counsel for the defendaut, upon the
trial of John E. Cook, indicted for treason,
murder, and inciling slaves to rebel at the

Harper’s Ferry insurrection, delivered st
Charlestown,

wards of five columna.

Virginia. It occupies up
Itis a most puwer-

country snd the lives of ite citigens ! I know
by the glesm of each eye into which I lopk
in this jury box, that if these men cogld
change places with young Cook, you would
gladly say to him, “Go erring and repa_.tant
youth, our vengeanee shall fall on those whe
paid their money, urged on the attsck apd
guided the blow.” Let me wppeal 0 you,

‘Isn’t she a dear little thing, father 1—
And she's so good.”

Ellen now becoming aware of Mr. Wat
son's presence, turned her sweet [ace upon
him, with a half timid, yet plessed and con
fiding expression that went to his heart. Ie

ful ond truly eloquent sddrese. As n lorensic
effort, we have rarely read ita equal in bril
liant merit, and its bitter, burning denuvpei-
etions of those who planned, and of those
who instigated and encouraged the insurree-
tion at Herper's Ferey, 10urd a wise and sol.

AB4 the tusss WLk the rows are alsylig: gentlemen of the jury, in the name of etér-

nal truth and everlasting right, is nothing te
be forgiven to youth, to inexperience, toa
gentle, kind heart, to n wayward and pecu-
lior though not viclous chiracter, strangely

is passing, Mrs. Watson, and the flickering
candle of her life msy go out at any moment.'

*Weit a moment, until I get my shawl and
hood." And Mre. Watson left her neighbor
and ran vp etairs, She wes back in & min-

er, was the little stranger.

*Poor child! Poor motherless one ! The
heart of Mrs. Watson moved on her lips.—
*What is to become of you In this selfish,
cruel world 1’

and, bending over, saw Ellen lying, still
sound asleep, just as she had placed her on
the night before. Bhe put her finger to her
lips in sign of silence, snd thm, with a se-
rioua face and tone, said :

Aud the name of tbis isle is the Long Ago;
And we bary our treasures thore;

There are brows of beauty and bosoms of spow §

Thure are heaps of dust bul we love tham 8o,
Taere are Lelukels and tresscs of Ealr.

Thero are fragments of song that nobody singy,
And & part of an Infant’s prayer;
There's & lute unawept, and & burp withoul strings,
Thore sre broken vows and pleces of ringsy
And the garmenls she used o woar,

Thero aro hands that are waved whe n tho fuiry shore,
By the mirage is lifted in alr;

Aond we sometimes hear thro! tho turbulent roar,

Bwoel voleos we board In the doys gone before,
When the wind dowo the river is falr,

Oh! romomberad for nyo be the blessed lale,

All the day of Life Lill nizhe!
And when evenlng eomes wilth the beautiful swile,
And our eyes arié closed to slumber awbile,

Muy thay Sgiesnwood" of soul be Lo sight !

ute, and the two women repaired to the hum
ble sbode of their (dying neighbor. Ellen,
the child to whom reference has been made,
was only three years old, Sho wasthe wid
ow's all in this world. They found her
nestling close to Ler mother, whose white,
shadowy hand was toying with the golden
curls that lay in masses about herface. It
was plain, ¢t o glance, that only a few saonds
in the glues of life remsined, and that the dy-
ing mother was so (ar away lrom mortsl con-
scivusncns as to be freed from the pangs o!
sepuration. And so she died—died with ut
one sppeal for love and protection for the

A iscellancons,

—————

Light in a Dark Place.

BY T. §. ARTIUR.

There cre men who get into the hebit of
locking only upon the shodowed side !
things. They fret themselves with gloomy
forebodinge, They prophesy evil contivual
ly. And when days of darkness come, o8
come they doin all lives, they &it down eud
soy that there will never be tunlight aguin

Mr, Watson was on2 of this class—a
broeding, silcnt man, whose presence in Lis
fomily was slwoys felt os the shodow of o
cloud that kid the pleasant sunshine. Mrs.
Watson, in the beginning of their married

tender, precivua being she was leoving be-
hind ber alone in the world,

Thers- was no attempt to remove Ellen
from the arm of her mother until life cesred
to struggle for mastery over the heart. Then
Mrs. Watson 1iited her tenderly awny ; and
vs the did g0, the child put her srms sbout
lier neck wnd luid her head down, trustingly,
on her bosom, through which o motherly im-
pulse ran like o new vital warmth,

*Puor, mutherless child !"sobbed the really
tender-heorted woman. *Poor, mutherless
little one !'

neighbor, in utone of doubt.

1 will run home with her and keep her
fur 1o night,' replied Mrs. Watson,

*Yuu've o huusefull of your own.'

*] know ; but we can make room for one

‘What shall we do with her ' eeked the |

‘[ don't mean to blame you, Ruth,” said
her husband, when she csme down. ‘But
#till, you were wrong to bring that child
here.  Why didn’t you let some other neigh-
bor toke her home ¥ We'll never get rid of
her, unless we gend her to the Almshouse.’

*Wit, Juhn—wauit, replicd Mrs. Watson,
‘Wit until to-morrow comer, Sufficient
unto the day ia the evil thereof,

‘And more than =ufficient; that s my ex-
perience.”

«No, John; in that you nre mistaken,'
riid his wife, enlmly. *You forgetl your ex-
perience, ‘The evil of our to-days is alwuys
light eompured with the evil o! vur lo-mor
rowa.’

‘We've our hands full in taking car2 of
our own children.' The words of his wife
had made but a light impression cn tho mind
of Mr. Watson.

‘God never sends months without food to
fill them,’ replied Mrs. Watson,

*You don't mesn to keep that child I'—
\ Her husband turned upon her a lvok of ns-
tonisiment.

‘I don't psrticulsrly mean anything. I
only suid that God never eends mouths with-
out food to fill them; and I scorcely think
[ there will be en exception in little Ellen’s |
cuee. As to where the foud is to come from,
or by whose hands it will reach her mouth,
| that Is & matter beyond ,tha streteh of my
furecastings. I only know this, that it will

]

*Poor child ! Her mother died last night,
and we must be very good Lo her/

The countenance of Grace showed in.
stantly an expression of tender jity.

*Who is she, mother V'

¢It is little Ellen Jenkine. D't you re-
member her V' :

‘Oh, yee. Ia Mra, Jenkins deat 1*

sPoor Mrs, Jenkins ia dead, and her little
Ellen hes no mother to love her, o care for
her.’

The heartof Grace wns touched,

“We'll be very good to her, Ehe shall
have my dull to pley with, vnd I'll ow her
all the pretty things I've got.,” And the
child, after eaying this, slipped anty from
the side of her mother, and went lightly
back to the trundle bed.  As she didso, the
blue eyes of Ellen opened. Ere il look
ol surprise which she threw around ver had
feded, o doll wos held before her by Grace,
who said :

*See my doll !
with it 1

A smile lit up the child's face, nd she
reached oot her hunds for the toy.

Next Grace brought cut her dull’s Iresses,
and then one plaything siter unother,spread-
ing them around on the bed, until Ellen sat,
wondering end delighted, in the milstofl o
perfect storchouse of childish treasres,

John ! Juhn i DMrs. Watsun shook her
still sleeping husbund.

Don't you want o play

moved a few steps towards ber; ehe got vp
and stood looking st him; he resched out
his hands--what else could he do T [n the
next insltaut she wae in his arme, ond her
little head with its cloud of sunny curls ly-
ing against his bosom. Mr. Welson aal
down with this precious burden in his arms,
and as he dil =0, John luid sside his book,
and with Dick sod Grace, come gathering |
around him, each with a face wreathed in
plensant smiles. There waa no contention
smong them us to positivn or preference, but |
esch ceemed to think muet of plessing the |
I:!l“l.lo

Nota hareh word woe epoken, not a dis-
cordunt sound hesrd. When thedinnar ball
rang, Mr. Wetson went dowo staire with £l -
len in hia wrms, ood surprised his waiting

wile with a new wbleau In the shifting |3Ir. Voorhees m.kes the follewing boiuti-

scenes of home. She smiled, and he smiled
back, in spite of o half shy consciouaness uf
being séen in o new and unueual character.,

*Wiich is Ellen’s ploce ¥ said he as he
stood by the table,

*Here ! let her sit by me 1 cried Grace,

O, let her sit by me ¥* said Juhn, *I want |
lier to sit by ma.’ i

Their cheeka flushed. There were no
signs of contention.

‘Shg ghall git by me, ju-t where you ean
all look ot her,’ and Mr. Wa'sen decided the
guestion by putting Ellen in a choir slong-

emn leszon to American citizens upon patriots

delicate, difficult, and paiuful task, nobly
and well.
which
edly guilty, and, at the same time makes
u most louchiog and bLesutitul eppral for
mercy for tho misguided youth.

ed prisoner's
couched, aeitls, in lunguage which wmust|

ic duty. Mr. Voorhees lisa performed u musi

e denvunces the erime of
his youthful c'icut stoud confess.

apt to bo led by present influences 1 [ have
shown you what thiss s fluences, generally
ond specially, have been over the mind of the
prisoner. [ have shown you the malign in«
fluence of, his direct leader. I have shown

No one
the wretch
mother and sister,

can read his alluslon o

futher,

reach the stoutest beusrt, without fecling o
deep commisaeration for them, os well as for
the mizled end ushuppy couse of their deep
and bitter sorrow, end a (eeling of harror at
the sets of thuse who seduced the mlierable
boy to enter upon euch o cureer of erim:,

In the comwencement of his adiross,
ful sllusion to the relutiong existing between
Virginia end Indiona, Ha siys:

younlso, the “false and malignant counsels'
in behalfl of this sad enlerprise, emanating
from those in place, power, and pagition. It
might have been your prod gal eon borne

| awuy and seduced by such counsels, ae well
{ns my young elient.

Do with him as you
would hava your own child dealt by under
like circumstances. He has bean stolen
from the principles of his ancestors and be-
trayed from the teachings of his kindred. It
he was your own hendsome child, repentsnt
and zontcasing his wrang to his country, what

| would you wish o jury of strangers 1o'do Y=

That do yourselves. By thut rule guide
your verdict ; and the poor boon of merey
will not be evt off from him. [le thought

I come from the sunst sid2 uf your Wes- |

now skirt the bordera of youe great State;
but I come not 3 on elicn to u foreizo lind,
but rather a3 one who relerns to the lioie
of his sncestors, and to the howsehold from
which le sprang .

[ come not hera as an

the country was about to be convulsed, that
tha2 sluve  was pining for en opporlonty to

tern mountaing—Irom Leyond thie river thut | rise sguinat bis master 3 thst two-thirds of

the luboring population of the country.—
North and South, would flack to the stand-
urd of revole ; that u single doy would bring
ten, fi'ly—yea, n hundred thousand men—to
urms iu behalf of the inaurrection of sluvee.

ciemy, but es a friend ; with interests com- { This ls in evilenco. Who are responaible

mon with yoursclves, hopinz fur your hiopes, |

and praying that thz prosperity and glory of

for such terribly false views ! and what kind
of o visionary and dresmy mind is that which

Virginia muy be perpetudl, Nordul forget

[ has so futally entertained them ! That the

side of himse!f. Ho epoke with cheerful- [that the very soil on which I live in my | prisoner’s mind is pliant to the impresaions,

life, hud been of o cheer'ul temper, but evei- | more.” | not hurt us to be the medium for o day or| * Whet is it]" he esked, when fairly | nese, but decision; and so the gothering| Western home was one owued by this ven- | whether for good ve for evil, by which it in

Iv tokiny the sepeet of what woe wround ber,{ It will ba true charity,’ soid the |u-igi1hor.| two.' owake. cloud was dispersed. eroble commonwealth os much #s the seil| surrvunded, let his first interview in hia pris-

3’ B I | » N ¥ p ] . P

liad graduslly changed, wotil lier mind was 8o Mrs. Wotson ran home with the little!  *No, not for s day or twe; bul o ‘Louk over on the trundle bel," was whis-|  Another measltime passed without a gingle | 97 which 1 now stands Iler lawa there| on with Gov. Willard, in the preseace of

o8 dark-Loed us that of Ler busband,  Little | girl in her srme.  Ellen wes already nslee [ +Ob, John ! Jubn ! When will you learn pered. [ i1r of discord, Wonderful phenomenon 1 — |GRce prevailed, nnd ull her instituiions were| your Senator, Col, Mason, bear witness.—
t Y P| J P y

things fretted them, nnd so life became made when ehe entered the room where her hus- | to louk

up of o geries of pelly snnoyunced.

I'hiis was not o genidl hume fur cbildrer,
though children come pressing futo it, sud
filling ite dim chamberes with discord instead
of musgie. They id not grow besutilyl, like
healihy plunts open to the sunshine, bul

mentally defermed, for luck of pure wuir, weorld, ond [ve brought this matherless lit= | the plot 13 thickening.'
¥ P p g

warnth, and culture. |
And og there enme new couses of gloom to!

the mind of Mr, Woutson, in forebodings as| ache ceu'd you hnve seen what 1 did—this | husband's gloomy state. *We huven't tuken
to the future ol his children 3 wnd, in truih, | child lying upon the bosom of her desd mo- | the child, and there is no need of ovr duing

the promise wos by no means muering.—|
The oldest Loy was passionate and sell-will- |
ed ; the recond child, o girl, fretful and an !
noyed with cverything thet did ot fow |
smoothly; the third of the brood, o perfect it |
tle outlaw in his propensity to invade the
rizhts of eviry mewbor of the fumily § end
the bsby, so fond of shuwing the strength o!
her lungs, thut she ciied through nesrly all
her waking hours.

One night, lute in Autumn, Mr. and Mrr.
Watson sat slone, their children, slter an‘
unusually dizcordant time, having been
whipped all round, baby included, and put tv
bed. Mra, Wutson had her sewing in her
hands, atd was bending close duwn over her
work, o8 if in the e¢furt to lessen the copac:
ity of her bosom for trouble, while her hus.
band sat n little turned from her, in moody
abstroctivn.

I sometimes wish they'd never been born,’
said Mr. Wateon, giving vent to his feelings
in o low, monotonous tone of voice.—
‘There's little chunco of their coming to any
goud, I never snw such children. John's
passionute temper will be certain to plunge
bim, as o maun, into scenea of violence ; and
a8 for Dick, unless o miracle prevent, he'll
turn out o thief or a robber. He hns no re.
spect for the rights or property of others.’

Mrs. Watson answered only by a long,
decp sigh, ve she Lunt etill lower over her
work,

“That Martin is going to cheat me, I ba:
lieve, after ull.' Mr. Wutson's thoughts
were running in a new direction,

«You don't think so &* His wife raised her
sober face, and turned towards him,

*] do think 0. I trusted him liko n bro
ther, and unless I om greatly mistaken, he
is about playing me falee, like a villain.’

*How much is he indebted to you now ¥

«Over o'x thousand dollars ; end if T lose
thet eum, there’s no hope for me.  Ishall go
down like a m:n thrown helpless in mid
ocean.’ '

*Whata hard thing it is to live in this
world ! sighed Mre, Watson, ‘If one were
but sufely out of it ¥’ .

«Or, il we had never been born,’ said her
husband. *Itis nothing butdisappointments,
sorrow, and pain, from the cradle to the
grave. And if ell ended there, we might
grope on to the ead, and then lie down in
eternal rest, But there is a still deeper
mystery involved in the life beyond than
thereis in this. Who can know, with sny
certainty, his state in the future, This
preacher tells us one thing, and thet preach-
er another, directly opposite ; so that, if both
be right, all men must go to perdition.'

sPoor Mre. Jenkins is dying,' vaid the
neighbor, as the two women mel, ‘and've

called to ek you 1o go over with me.’

Lund sut moodily belure the grate,

Poor Mrs. Jenking ia deod !* she exelaim-
ed, in a low but exclied tone.

‘Doud ' Her husband repeated the words
in a half bewildered munner.

‘Yes j she p.ssed, just now, to the better

tle one home to keep her until tu-murrow,
Oh, John ! it would hove mude your heart

ther.! And tears fell over Mr:. Watson's
cheeke,

*Was there no one but you to toke her!?
It seems to me, that of w1} athere, you thould
have been spared this part of the businesa.'
Mr. Waotson's voice wes cold and fretful.—
‘We've trouble coough with cur own chil-
dren.”

] whaull enly keep her for to-night.,' was
replied to thisungracious welcome of the lit-
tle arphan.

“To pight! Yes ;[ eee. Pray whot will
vou do with her to-morrow morning ¥ Mr,
Wutson's thouzhts, ever suspicious of some-
thing wrong, were pushing qaeries a8 to the
disposition of Ellen, alresdy, into the future,

“There's no time to think of to-morrow,
Juhn,' Mrs. Watson rejrined, with some
fesling. *Our duty, to-might, is 1o shelter
thia child, and let ua do that duty ss cheer-
fully ss possible.” And saying this, she
went up stsirs with the unconsriouvs sleeper
in her arme, and ploced her in bed nlongside
of one of her own children.  She then stood
lonking down st the calm, sweet face. on
which not a line of sorrow had yet been
drawn, until her eyes were blinded by teara.

*Who's taken the child I’ she hesrd asked
of one neighbor by another, as she re-enter-
ed the chamber where, a little while before,
a epirit had arisen from its mortal investure.

+Mra. Watson, was the reply that came
to her eare,

‘I'm gled of that. She's a kind-hearted
woman, and the little orphan will get a good
home.'

‘[ don't suppose that she means to keep
her. She has o house full of her own.’

‘One more will make little difference. I
know something of Mra. Wataon's heart ;
and if she bas the ehild for to-night, my word
for it, she hes her fur good snd all. Who
else Is there to take her? No one in this
town.’

The room wes filled with wor®n, who had
come in on hearing of Mra. Jenkina' death ;
and 8o, seeing that her presence there would
be of little use, Mrs. Watson quietly retired,
and ran back to her home. The neighbor’s
conclugion in the case weighed a little heav-
ily on her mind, Nothing could have been
further away than the thought of adopting
the child ; but what waas she to do with her
on the morrow? She could not be sent
back tq remain in her old home, for she and
her mother had been its only inmates. What
was to be done with her on the dey after to
morrow, and on the deya after that? There
was the Poor House. But even the remote
suggestion of thet came like a shock to the
feelings of Mra. Watson. BShe found her

walk, snd turning full upon her, ‘what are
you golng to do with that child, to-morrow }
Tell me that.’

lchiei( of her own, and I know ehe's fond of

fur the bright side of things '

‘Bright gide ! Humph ! If you can imav|
| gine u bright side to this cose, your fancy
| must Le wonderfully fruitful.
moke n very bedlam of the hause, snd tix
| our powers of work to the utmost. Will
five reduce the evil? Ttrownot. Ahme!

i ‘Don't fret yoorself for nothing, Joho ¥
| Dre. Watson wos bolder than usual with her

s0. She's o sweet little eresture, and there
iis more thun one childless house in" our
| town, There's Mrs. G lenn—the thought
| comes to me thls moment—ehe lioen't o

children. My word for it, she'll take the
girl, and mayboe adopt her. That will be a
fine tling for her, won't it ¥

“T'oo good luck ta come to our door,” was
the chilling answer. *If any one else had
taken the child home, no doubt Mrs. Glehn
would have picked her up at once. But
don't flatter yoursell with any such notion
in our case.”

«John Watson, you are incorrigible ! re-
torted his wife. ‘But come, It is bed-times
and [ feel worn out with my dsy's work.’

They went up to their bed-room, out of
which opened another room, where John, the
oldest, and his brother Dick, slept. Groce
had a Jow trundle-bed in her mother's room,
and the baby occcupied a crib, The little
straager waa sleeping beside Grice.

+Just look at her, John," said Mra. Wat.
son, holding the light near to Ellen's face.
‘Did you ever see snything more like a pic-
ture ? Puor buby ! Poor motherless onel’

The man tried not to look, but in epite of
himsel [ his eyes turned to the sleeper's face.
It wes, indeed, ® picture of innocence and
beauty, and ano that touched his heart.

‘Poor child?* There wos so much feel-
ing in the tones of his voice that his wile
locked ut him in sudden surprise. But he
managed to turn hia face a little sway, g0 a8
.o conces) from her an expression that he
was not able, in 8 moment, to control.

With a womun's quicknesa of perceplion,
Mrs. Watson esw thst it would be best to
let her husband alone with the tender feel-
ing which had found & way into his heart.—
So she set her lamp down, and without ano-
ther word, made preparations for retiring.—
But her mind was all on the alert,and it did
not escape her that the eyes of her hutband
'sought, over and over again, the lovely lace
of that orphan sleeper.

‘Won't Grace be eurprised wheo she
wakes in the morning ¥ eaid Mrs. Watson,
bresking the silence which had been main-
tained since the husband utterad the words,
"Poor child !’

‘Better asy, wont our litlle stranger be
surprised to find hersell in bedlam. I'm

afraid the children will worry her to death.’

'] hope not. We must see to that.’ Mrs.
Watéon spoke with some uneasiness of
mind, for thers was no calculation to be

distinetly conscious of anything uatil fully

made aa to the conduct of her unmenageable
brood; and yet, below this feeling was one
of pleasure at the evident interest & single
glence st Ellen had awakened in ber hus-

sionally interrupted in her deeper alumber
by the wants and cries of her babe, was not

Me. Wataon raised up ond [ooked, 88 di- !
rected, He soid northing, butit woa some’

moments before le turned his eyes Bway |

Four children | from the pleasant scene that captivited  gon waa in o condition of singular tranquil

them. It waos a long tinle tince he had:
known 8o peaceful an awakening. Uauntly.i
fretful cries, or sturmy contenlioss among
the children, greeted his car in the murning.l
and thus uvpened the dey for him in discord |

But now enma n scund from the odj yining |
chamber. The two boys, Juhn end Dick,
were uwoke, aud thia foreboded the usual
storm of ongry words, DMrs. Wutson went
in (o them, walking on tip-toe, and with her |
finger on her lips.

«John! Dick! Hus-h?! Her unusual
look and muaner ot vnce orrested their ot
tention, ond produced eilence. S:tting down |
by them, ehe said, in almost a whisper, and
with & suber countensnce :

‘I've gomething to tell you.’

They were all attention,

‘You know Mrs. Jenkins?
died last night.'

The children’s faces graw serious,

*And her poor little Ellen is now an or-
phan, with no one in the world to love her.’

John leaned over towards his mother,and
looked at her with an expression of sad in-
terest, while Dick sat very still, with his
eyes cast down.

‘['ve something more to tell you,” contin-
ved the mother, after a pause. They gezed
with earnest inquiry into her face.

‘Litle Ellen is in our room. I brought
her home with me last night after her mother
died, and she slept in the bed with Grice.'

Something of pity, and something of sur-
prise blended in the boys' faces.

“You must be very gentle, and very kind
to her. Poor little thlng ! Tsn't it sad to
hink that she has no mother. And now,
boys, get up, and dress yourselves with os
little noise a8 possible. Don't let her hear
a loud or angry word. Think of her mother
now lying dead, and I’m sure for her sake,
you will be us qaiet as lambs ¥'

No further admonition was required. The
order, stillness, and good temper of the chil-
dren for that morning, snd, indeed, for the
whole day, wers memorsble. If thers was
sny sirife among them, it was as to who
ghould be kindest to the motherless little
one. 'T'he breakfsst hour passed to Dr.
Wataon something like s dream, and when
he went forth for the day’s business, it was
in @ state of mental quietuds such as he had
not known for yeara, Still, he did nos clear-
ly sppreciste the meaning of all this, but
worried himself &t intervals through the
forenoon, over the question of whut they
should do with little Ellen. As to sdopt-
ing her into their fsmily, that thought, if it
hed found an entrance into his mind, would
have been instantly rejected as wholly im-
practicable, if not prepostereus.

In his usual sober, self sffticting mood,
came Mr. Watson home at dinner-time. If
he thought cf the poor orphan at oll, it was
with the feeling of one upon whom is forced
a3 unpleasant duty. O entering the house,
he was soon cunscious of a strange atillness,
Usually the firat sound that greeted his ears
was 8 wild racket, or the moise of atrife

Well, she

John sat reading & book, so absorbed [n its
contents es not to notice him. - On the floor

Surely, the angel of pence had coma to this |
dwelling.
All thst slternoon the mind of Mr. Wat -

fty. Nothing went wrong with him. It

there established oa they ere here, Not
only my own State of Indiann, hut also four
uthier great Stutes in the Nurth-West stand
us enduring ond lolty monuments of Vir-
ginia’s magnanimity and princely liberality,

: ILis error wos placed before him. His wrong
(10 his fum'ly und his country was drawn by

e putriotic, and, at the same time, an offec-
i tonste band, Llis potural being at once ss-
l serted its swny. The influence of good, and

geemed 83 if he had entered upon n new 1 Her donation 1o the general government! not of evil, once more controlled him o in

state of life. When he took hia way hame- |

mude them sovereign Stutes ; and since

the diys of childhood ; und now here before

ward, as the evening shadows began to fall, | God guve the fruitful lund of Cenaon to Mu. l you he has the merit st lesst of a luyal eiti-
it was with the pleasant image of the child '\3‘” and Isracl, such giitof presest und fu-| zsn muking all the stonement in his power

Ellan in his thoughts.

‘Paor, motherlesa little one !’ he said to|
himself. *Slie is too tend*r and aweet, IOOI
pure and pood, to be cast cut upon the heart-
less world.’ ]

When eympathy records itsell in utter.
anee, it nuturally guins strength. It was 80|
in this case, for os Mr. Wotson communed |
with his thoughts, giving them the form of |

|

inwardly spoken words, he talked on alter|
|miud into the path of erime the ¢lequent lo-

this wise :—

iThere i3 something remarkable about the
child, She seems to possess some talisman
for winning hearts. Since she cnme imo!
vur house, the whole ephere is different,—

angry contention has given placeto forbear-
anee, if not love."

Mr. Watson waa eoon ot his own doof.—
As he pressed it open, his esrs were greeted
by the worda:

‘There's [father!
father."

A patter of little feet, adancing of goiden
curls, and flutter of white hands, and then
the chermer was hugged tightly to the bo-
som of Mr. Watson,

*God bless the child ! waos the deep, in-
voluntary utterance of his heert, as he luid
his lipa fervently to hers, and kissed them.

The work was done, su fur sa the little
orphan was concerned. All thinga in the
ill-vesorted hovsehold of the Watsona had
re-adjusted themselves, tuking on new as-
pects and relotions, so thut ae the sun of
Heuven came shining duwan, ns it does for
each and every one, it could find reflective
surfaces, and throw around on all hearts its
light, its warmth, its cheerfulness and joy,

*What ehull we do with Ellen ' asked
Mes. Wataon of her husband, on the alter-
noon of the nextday. They were retdrning
from the funeral of Mrs. Jenkine.

‘Koep bor,of course,’ was his unheeitating
answer.

*Qur family ia large, and you are alresdy
heavily burdened in its support,’ suggested
the wife, '

+If her presence, Ruth, continue to work
such miracles at home,” said Mr, Watson,
“The burden will lose more than half its
pressure, She is an angel in our house—a
light in the midst of our darkness.’

‘[t seems like a miracle, the change that
has come over our children. They are like
other beings.’

‘Let us keep her, then, for their sakes, as
well as our own,’ was the honest reiponse.

And they did keep the littlo orphan, who
grew up in the midet of that household, a
light and & blessing. It was remarkable,
the power she possessed over all hearts.—
Not in demonstration, or intrusion of herael!
in any way, bul in that loving sphere that
went out from her unconsciously, like the

Rusn, Eilen, and meet

ture cmpire hua not been muda 2o sny peo
ple. Coming frem the besom of vne ol
these States, can I forget the feulty und
duty which I owe to the supremncy of your
laws, the sacrednesa of your citizznship, wvr
the sovercignty of your State b Lthier moy
child lorget its parent, tnd smite, with un-
naturel hond, the outhor of its being.

In regurd to those dangerouvs teschings
which waorped snd misled youung Couk’s

dianiun  spoke as follows. Read it. It
contains thoughts that breathe, expressed in
worda thut burn

The vicionury mind of the prisongr heard

setts that a new constitutivn, a new Dible,
and a new God were to be inougurated and
lo possess the country. They were to be
neiw, becouse they were to bo entislavery,
for the old Constitution, and the old Bible,|
snd the God of our futhers, the ancient L--rd',
God of Isreel, the szme yesterdsy, W d.y.}
and forcver, were not on the side of sboli- |
tiuniem, 18 there no mitigation fur his doom
in the fact that he took his life in Lis hind,
and simed ot that which o coward tsught him,
but dured not Limsell attempt. Dase, puzi
lanimous demngogues have led the prisuncr
to the bar, but while he suffera—if cuffer he

must—they, too, shou!d huve theirrecraant]

limbs broken onthe wheel, [ will not leave
the soil of Virginia, I will not let this aw ful
occueiun pues into listory, without giving u
voice and on uttersnce (o ita true purpoit
and mesning, without heaping wpon its su.
thors the loud of execrativn which they sre
to beur henceforth ond furever. Doy alter
day and year after year, has the bulelul <imoon
of revulution, enarchy, discord, hostility to
the South and her iustitutions, swept over
that eection of the country in which the lot
of the prisoner has been cast, Thit le has
been poisoned by its breath should it cut him
off from human eympathy ; rather ghould it
render every heart clement toward him. o
never sought place or station, but sought
merely to develop thoee doctrines which evil
and traitorous persons had coused him to be-
lieva were true. Minisiers, editore, and pul-
iticisns— Beecher, Parker, Seward, Gid-
dings, Sumner, Hale, and o host of lesser
lights of each class—who iu this court-room,
who in this vast country, who in the wide
world who shall read thistrial believes them
not guilty as charged in the indictment in all
the counts to & deeper and fur more lesrful
ex:ent then Jobn E. Cook. Midnight gloom
{s not_more sombre in contrast with the blaz.
ing light of the meridian sun than ls tha guilt
of such men in comparison with that which
overwhelms the prisoner. They put in op-
eration the maelstrom which hes engulphed
him. They slarted the torrent which has
borne him over the precipice, They called

who had mado 8 plsce for her smong thelr

lclall«l:on- L

trines of disunion and sbomination sit. heavy
o thele gollty soule] Moy the ™ fute of the

for tho wrong which he has committed.—
That he hsa told strictly the truth in hie
statement is proven by every word of evi
l dence in this cousa.
‘ Gentlemen, you have this cise. T surren-
1dr.-r iuto your hands the issue of life snd
[ death. As long ws you live a more impor-
tunt case than this you will never be called
ito try. Consider it, therefore, well in all its
| besring«. I have tried to show you those
| facts which go to pslliste the conduct of the
priconer. Shall I go home end say that in
justice you remeribered not mercy to him ¥
Leuvo the duer of clemency open: do not
«hut it by & wholeaule conviction. Remem-

Where all was disorder, quiet reigne; and | from a member of Cungress irom Muzsschu- | ber that li‘e ia sn awlul and a sacred thing;

remember that death is terrible-=terrible at
any tima, and in any form,

“"ome (o ko Bridul Chamber, Death—
Cutug when the moiber fools

| Fur thi Ocsb Wige bor frst bora's broath @

Comya when tho blezaod seals
That ¢lusa 1ha postilenso are broke,
And crowded cilles wall it sirokej
Comws In consumption's ghastly form,
Tho Evrthquake's shnek, the Ocenn's storm §
Comue when the heart beals high and warm
With banguet song, and danee, and winy,
And thoo art terrible, The groav,
The Kuell, ths puli; tho blur,
Aud all wo fnow, or Jdeeaw, or foar
Of sgony are thilue?

But when to the {rizhtful mien of the gtim
lmunsh’r. when to the chill visage of the
| spirit of the glass and seythe, is sdded the
huted and drended snectre of the gibbet, we
turn shuddering from the accumulsted hors
ror. Gud spare thia boy, end thowe who
luve him, from such a scena of woe.

(7= The best way to avoid being disturb-
ed by an unpleasant thing, eaid Dr. Spognery
is to resolve that it shall not disturb you;
but should your nerves be sensitive and uge
wble to stand the trial, husten by the annoy-
snce snd don’t see it. A stinging remerk
loses ull its point when we are not conscious
that we are simed at.

A German and a Frenchman walking
together, were attrncted by a pig, whose
gquenk resembled “oui," “Listen,” said the
Gorman, “'the pig is a countrymun of yours,
he epeaks French.” The Frenchman res
plied, **Ah, mon cher, but he spesks it witly
a villsinous German accent.”

(& Well, farmer, you told us your plade
wan o good place for hunting; now we have
trumped it for three hours snd found no
game.” “Justso. [ calculstcana general
thing, the less game there is, the more bunb:
ing you have."™ 1!

0-Out West, the law gives dumages
for apparent breach of promise. The bach.
elors, however obviste the difficully by have
ing their cards Jobeiled, “Good for this .‘Il

L
o l::‘tl:“::f rl:u M.A‘mn., ro: e 'h'.I: i::u::: ':I:' I:fc.m:vira: “::E; bend. among the ehildren. Now, all was hushed subduing regrance of a beautiful Hower.— |lorth ;r:nllﬂlkl ::v::::‘ the ;.em;:rn w;:h aslys —ihlu — g"'_ )
cxdiomer “lha.duor to -.n- that one :t ::N:'::d than thon.-ho left him but a little| The sweet aleop that comes ss & bleasing | ss If death had introded upon his dwelling. | It wes good for them that her mother died. wr:l; :lu lnh: g .lll m th w odr: s The b:“ who l;“'lth
. ol led | ’a ished i to life's earnest toilers, soon locked their| Pasving to the sitting room, Mr. Watson| Out of sorrow and bereavement, there had|and In I'I‘ S » the diesster | growd bas been troubled with o o e
(bt A S o e e Ruth,".sald be, yavelog | sepses in oblivion; and Mra. Watson, ocea | paused in the door, and looked on, silent and | come & grest biessing—a blessing to the | &t Harpor's Farry o thele alte ahd mg Rig | o dwer Sinee: — uslis i o5
1 see Mrs, Watson. *Loak hess, Retho. % INSURE. 40 Bls wondering, at the scene that met bis eyes.— | orphan, as well ss a blessing to the friends | May the ghost of each victim to their doe-f . oA “IEN
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